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THE^STATION
UNDER the heavy clock the moving crowd Circulates busily; but here and there A group stands waiting, with a frequent glance Up at the silent dial    a porter, bowed Beneath his load, catches their casual stare; Pausing to shift the weight, misses his chance Of motioning them aside, for they have turned Back to their careless talk, and staggers round Another way    Slowly a heavier pile Trundles along, and the whole scene is churned Into a tangled mass until a sound Calms it again, bringing a mutual smile Of recognition, as a distant shriek Dies into rumbling clankings drawing neai. Anticipation seems to isolate
Each one again.   Some feel that they must speak, Speak, and not scream, because of sudden fear Of this thing coming, a relentless fate, On, on, on, nearer as the seconds pass: It looms in sight, drowning the petty strain In admiration, sends through every nerve A glow of pride; under the smoke-stained glass The ponderous engine shoulders, and the train Slopes heavily to stillness round the curve.